THE PLUTUS, 1023-1051

CHR. He was no fool: he knew the way to eat

The goodly substance of a fond old dame.
O.L.    O then, my dear, the God is much to blame.

He said he'd right the injured, every one.
CUR. What shall he do ? speak, and the thing is done,
ox.    He should, by Zeus, this graceless youth compel

To recompense the love that loved him well;

Or no good fortune on the lad should light.
CHR. Did he not then repay you every night ?
ox.    He'd never leave me all my life, he said.
CHR. And rightly too ; but now he counts you dead.
ox.    My dear, with love's fierce pangs I've pined away.
CHR. Nay rather, grown quite rotten, 1 should say.
ox.    O, you could draw me through a ring, T know.
CHR. A ring ?    A hoop that round a sieve could go.
ox.    O, here comes he of whom I've been complaining

All this long while ; this is that very lad !

Bound to some revel surely.
CHR.                                            So it seems.

At least, he has got the chaplets and the torch/*
YOUTH. Friends, 1 salute you.
ox.                                       Eh ?

YOUTH,                                        Mine ancient flame,

How very suddenly you've got grey hair,
ox.    O me, the insults I am forced to bear.
CHR.  Tis years since last he saw you, I dare say.
ox.   What years, you wretch ?    He saw me yesterday !
CHR. Why then, his case is different from the rest;

When in his cups, methinks, he sees the best,
ox.    No, this is just his naughty, saucy way.
YOUTH. O Gods of eld !    Poseidon of the Main !

What countless wrinkles does her face contain !
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